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and warmth of affection; the sore feeling began
to die out of me.

"But at once my allowance from my wife
was stopped. Yes, Frank," he said, with a
touch of the old humour, "they took it away
when they should have doubled it. I did not
care. When I had money I gave it to him
without counting, so when I could not pay I
thought Bosie would pay, and I was content.
But at once I discovered that he expected me
to find the money. I did what I could; but
when my means were exhausted, the evil days
began. He expected me to write plays and get
money for us both as in the past; but I couldn't;
I simply could not. When we were dunned his
temper went to pieces. He has never known
what it is to want really. You have no con-
ception of the wretchedness of it all. He has
a terrible, imperious, irritable temper."

"He's the son of his father," I interjected.

"Yes," said Oscar, "I am afraid that's the
truth, Frank; he is the son of his father; violent,
and irritable, with a tongue like a lash. As soon
as the means of life were straitened, he became
sullen and began reproaching me; why didn't
I write? Why didn't I earn money? What was
the good of me ? As if I could write under such
conditions. No man, Frank, has ever suffered
worse shame and humiliation.

"At last there was a washing bill to be paid;